one swung inwards.  A lantern was hasted to the level of Prospero's
face; a querulous, elderly voice assailed his ears.
"What do you want?"
Behind the lantern an old man's eyes, rheumy and malevolent, were
considering him. "Who are you? Why do you knock?"
"Faith, we're gracious,** said Prospero. "I seek Messer Scipione.
Is he within?'*
"Within? Messer Scipione? Why should he be? Gesii! Who
are you to ask such a question?"
*Tld thank you to begin by answering it."
"Why, good sir, Messer Scipione has been gone these weeks. Like
all the rest."
"Gone?  Where has he gone?"
"Where? What do I know? To Lavagna perhaps, or perhaps to
his country house at Acquu Perhaps farther. How could you think
to find him here?"
"In God's name, what ails the place ? What is amiss with you all ?"
"Amiss?" The old voice chuckled scornfully. "Have you landed
from the New World, or whence?" He stepped out through the
narrow doorway, and held the lantern higher so that its rays reached a
doorway across the narrow street. He pointed. "See that ?"
But Prospero saw nothing.  "See what ?" he asked.
From the old man at his elbow there was again that ghoulish
chuckle. "The cross, noble sir. The cross."
Prospero looked again, more intently. Very faintly he could dis-
cern on the door opposite the sign of a cross that was rudely smeared
in red. "The cross ?" he echoed, h-What then ?"
"What then ? \Mjy-Gestoaria !—an infected house. The plague
has been that way. They're all dead."
"The plague?" Prospero was stricken into ice. "You have the
plague here?"
"It has fallen on us from the hands of a God weary of men's
iniquities; fallen on us as the fire fell on Sodom and Gomorrah. They
say it was brought here from Naples, where it was first sent to destroy
the godless bandits who laid the hand of sacrilege on Rome and the
Holy Father. Many have fied, like Messer Scipione, as if God's pun-
ishment can be escaped. Messer Triyulzio and his French have shut
themselves up in the Castelietto, as if its walls could defy God's wrath.
Faith, noble sir, you come to Genoa in an evil hour. Here we have
only the dead who care not, and the poor like myself who have
nowhere else to go." Again he muttered his malevolent little laugh,
and turned to re-enter the house. "Go with God, noble sir. Go with
God."
But Prospero did not yet depart. Even when the door had closed,
he remained there listening to the retreating shuffle of the steps beyond
it. At last he shook off his palsy, climbed again to the saddle, and with
the nausea of a fastidious man in an unclean environment took his way
through the darkness of steep, narrow, tortuous streets down towards
the water-front.
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